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POOR SOLDIER, 


nnn 
. 
SCENE I. Tie country. 


View of two Cottages. 
 DanrB'r, without. 


Now what harm, Dermot? | : 
DEaMOT, Without. 
Why *tis harm, fo ſtay where you are. 
Enter DerRnoT and DarBy. 

Dar. Upon my faith, I won't ſay a word. 

Derm. Go along back, I :ell you. 

Dar. Lud, I never ſaw ſuch a man as you are; 
ſure Il only ſtand by. 

Derm. But | tell you it's not proper ſor any one to 
be by, when one's _\ with one's ſweetheart. 

Dar. Well, I always like to be by when I'm along 
with my ſweetheart, —ſhe's aſleep.— I'll call her up, 
Hollo, Kathleen! [ Calls at the Cottnge. 

Derm. Will you be quiet, Darby ? Can't you go 
make a noiſe there under Father Luke's Window? 

Dar. Ecod if I do, hel! put mein the Biſhops Court. 

Derm. If I wasn't ſo fond of Kathleen, I ſhould 


think Norah, his niece there, a very bandſome girl. 


Dar. Why ſo ſhe is; but ſince her own ſweetheart 
Patrick, full of ale and vexation, went for a ſoldier, 
ſhe don't care a pin for the prettieſt of us; by the 
law, ſhe even turned up her noſe at me. 

| A 2 Derm. 
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Derm. Well, well, you'll ſee how it will be: ſome- 


body I know. — 


Dar. Aye, you mean the 2 ſerving man to the 


ſtrange officer, that's juſt come from America, and is 
now abeve at my Lord's———Eh ! why faith, Dermot, 


it would indeed be a ſhame to let a black muzzled 


Mounleer of a Frenchman, carry off a pretty Girl 
{from a parcel of tight Iriſh boys of us. 


Derm So *twou'd, Darby: but my ſweet Kathleen 


is faſt aſleep, and never dreams that her poor Dermot 
is here under her Window. 

Dar Ay, never dreams that poor Darby's under 
her Window ; but I'll have her up, Kathleen, 
— Kathleen 

Derm. Huſh. 


Aix I. 
Sleep on, ſeep on, my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt , 
Let doſt tau dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'd of 4 * and reſt ? 


The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Thole joys are none to me; 

Tho? ſleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
To none but love and thee. 


[Exit Dermot. 


Dar. What a dull dog that is !--Ah ! poor Dermot, 


ha, ha; why ſucha ſong cou'dn't wake an owl out of 
his fleep ;; let alone a pretty girl that's dreaming of 
yes, I'lrouſe her. 


me! Upon my conſcience 1˙11 
| | Alx il. 


Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find flecp how very ſweet tis. 


 Bogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, . Tg 


You never dream how late is, 
This morning gay, 
] paſt away, ' 
To have with yon a bit of play, 
On two legs rid 
Along to bid 
Good mcrrow to your night cap. 


| Dar 
cap.“ 
Kat, 
fellow 
Day 
Kathl 

| Kat, 
| reſt of 
their 
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me- II. 
| Laſt night a little bowzy, 
the With whiſkey, ale and cyder, 
id is I aſk*'d young Betty Blowſey, 
not, To let me {it belide her, 
zled ̃ Her anger roſe, 
Girl And ſour as ſſoes, 
The little gipſy cock'd her noſe: 
leen | Yet here I've rid, 
"mot Along to bid, 
Good morro to your night cap. 
nder (Kathleen opens her iVindow, Darby looks tp ) 


cen, Dar. Ay there ſhe is—Oh, Im the Boy ſor it! 
| Kath, Is that Der mot? 
Dar. Oh dear me, ſhe takes me ſor Dermor, he, he. 
Kath. Who's there? 
Dar, Sure it's only J. 
Kath. What, Dermot ? 
Dar Yes, I am, Darby (aſ/ide.) 
Kath, Stay a bit, I'm coming down. (Retirec.) 
Dar, Lill bring her down; I'm a nice markſman. 


Euter RATALEEN, from the Cottage. 


Kath. Where are you my dear Der mot? 
Dar. (comes forward) Good morrow to your night 
Fcap.” 
mor. Kath. Darby! now, hang you for an impudent 
mot, fellow. 
vt of Dar. Then hang me about your neck, my ſwect 
of Kathleen. 
r. cath. It's a fine thing that people can't take their 
Ireſt of a morning, but you mult come roaring under 
{| their Windows, 
Dar. Now, what need you be ſo croſs with a body, 
when you know | love you too ? 
Kr. Well, let me alonè, Darby? for once ſor all, 
II tel] you, I will not have you. 
f Dar. No! 
Kath. No; as I hope for man, I won't. 
Dar. Ha, ha, ha, hope for man, and yet won't have 
me ! 
Kath. Yes, but PH tell Yon what fort of a man; 


II. chen look in the river, and ſee if you arc he. 
| A 3 | Dar. 
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Dar, And if not, I'll pop in head foremoſt. 
Kath, Do, Darby, and then you may whiſtle for me. 
Dar. How can 1 whiſtle when the ſpeak's out of 


me ? 
Ain III. 


Since love is the plan, 
I'll love if I can, 
But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man: 
la addreſs how compleat 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat. 
No matter how tall, ſo he's over hve feet : 
Not dull nor too wuty, 
His eyes Ill think pretty, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 
il. 
Tho? gentle he be 
| H.s man he fhall fee, 
Fet never be conquer'd by any but me. 
In a ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs a hob nob, _ 
Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er lob. 
This is my Fancy, 
If ſnch a man can ſee, 
I'm his if he's mine ; until then I am free. 
Dar. So then you won't have me ? 
Kath, No, that I won't 
Dar. Why, Pm a better match for you than Dermot. 
Kath. No. 


Dar, No! havn't I every thing comfortable about 


me? cows, ſheep, geeſe, and turkeys, for you to look 


after the week days, and a pretty pad for you to ride 


to chapel on a ſunday z a nice little cabin for you to 
live in, and a neat bit of a potatoe garden for you to 


walk in, and for a buſband, I'm as pretty a lad as you*il 


meet with of a long Summer's day. | | 
Kath, Get along; don't talk to me of your geeſe, 
and yuur turkeys, man, with your conceit and your 


nonſenſe. — You know, Darby, I'm an heireſs, and 


ſa take your anſwer, you're uo match for me. 


Dar. An heirels ! why rho? your father, old Jorum, 
that kept the Harp and Crown, left you well enough 


in the world, as a body may ſay, yet—— 


Kath. 


* 
. 1 Mt „ 


WW fo SS KK2S(SS GS kt ci... 
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rob. 


©. 


| Dermot. : 


ble about 
u to look 
u to ride 
or you to 
or you to 
| as youll 
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kath. Well enough! you diſparaging Fellow ! didn't 


uy Father leave me a fortune of eleven pounds, a bar- 


of Ale upon 1 the dappled Mare, beſides the 
ſurniture of the whole Houle which prais'd to a mat- 
ter of thirty-eiglit ſhillings ? Well enough, indeed! 

Dar. Nay, but Kathleen —— 

Rath. Well enou.h ! And didn't he leave me the 
bald Filley, you puppy ? 

Dar Ay, now ſhe is got upon the bald Filley, the 
devil wou'dn't take her down. 


Dax BZ and KaTaLEtEN.,——Dauetrt. 


K. Out of my ſight, or [il box your ears. 
D. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
k. I'll cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 
D. Another Vil wed this day if I can. 
K. — In courtihip funny, 
D. —— One ſweet as honey! 
K. You drone. 
D. No, Kate, I am your humble bee, 
K. Go dance your dogs with your fiddle dee dee. 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 
D. You'll never meet on 4 kind toul as me. 
K Like ſweet milk turn'd, to me now ſeems love. 
D. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 
K. Sour curds I taſte, tho' ſweet cream I chuſe. 
D. And with a flow'r | ſting my noſe. a 
| In courtſhip, &c. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter captain Firz ov. 

Fitz, Aye, here's Father Luke's houſe.—-l doubt if 
Lis charming niece is up yet.—lI ſhall be back before 
the family are ſtirring”; the beauty and freſhneſs of the | 
morning exhilarates and delights (Horus ſuund at a 
diſtance) Going out with the Hounds ;—but my game 
lies another way. 


Air V. * 


The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe ro partake of the chaſe, 

And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Di in's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 


For 
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For the ſport 1 delight in. the bright Queen of love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn z 

While Pan breaks luis chaunter and & ulks in the grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the Horn 

The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their ery, 

Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echo's reply: 

Hark forward, my honies, the game is in view, 

But love is the game that 1 wilh to purſue. | 

IL | 

The Stag from his Chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the Gale ; 

Yet flies, till entan. led in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 


Surrounded by foes he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear 


With antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, 4 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear, | F 
The dogs are uncoupled, & 

Father Lux zE's door opens. 7 

Fitz. "Tis ſhe.—l fear to ſpeak, leſt I ſhould be ob- | * 
ferved by ſome of the Villagers. [Ketires. B 
5 Enter Noka from the Houſe. Fi 

| 4 cove 

Air VL B, 


The meadows look chearſul, the birds ſweetly ſing, 
So gaily they carrol the praiſes of ſpring ; 

Tho? nature rejoices, poor Norali ſhall mourn, 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


II. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ak, hide your gay charms, 

Nor lure her dear Patrick, from Norak s fond arms ; 
Tho! ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with ſvch ſeeliugs as mine, 


Nor. If the graſs is not too wet, perhaps Kathleen 
will take a walk with me. — An! ſhe's gone to walk 
with her ſweetheart Dermot: well, if Patrick hadn't 


forlook 
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ve forſook me, I ſhould'n't now want a companion.— Oh, 

dear ! here's the Gentleman that my uncle's always 

ove, teizing me about. a 

Fitz. A fine morning, madam; but your preſence gives 

an additional luſtre to the beauties ofthischarming ſcene. 

Nor. Sir! 

Hit. Nay, do not avert thoſe lovely eyes, —look 

kindly on me. 

Bag. {withuut] Oh, mon maitre ! mon maitre! 

i Nor, Do, Sir, permit me to withdraw ; our village 

out is very cenſorious z and a gentleman's being ſcen with 
. me, will arither add to your honour nor my reputation. 

(Exit into the Honſe. 


Enter BAGA TELLE., 


| Bag. Ah, mon maitre ! 3 
| Ata. What does this blockhead mean? 
d. &c. Bag. Ah, Mounſieur —a—ab— 
: tz. Well, what's the matter? 
Bag. Ah, Monſieur, I am come am come—to tell 
you—-that—1 am out of breath. 


be ob- Fitz. What's the matter ? 
etires. Bag. It is all blown. 
Fitz. (half aſide) 1 ſuppoſe my love affair here is diſ- 
covered. 


3 Baz. Oui, Monſieur : I have diſcover dat all your 
Mareſchalle Poudre is blown out of de vindre, and 1 
ing, muſt go to town for more. 

Fitz, What, and is this the diſcovery that has made 
you run after me ? 

Bag. Non, Monſieur, but I did like to forget to tell 
+ 1 you dat my lor Lofty and all de fine ladies wait for 

your honour's company in de breakfaſt Parlor, 
Fitz Damn your impertinence, firrah : Why did 
you not tell me that at firſt ?follow me and be in 
he way. | [ Exit. 
{ Bag. Ah mon maitre! je vous remercie tres hum- 
dlement ; ah! ah! begar dis is de Priefl's huuſe, and [ 
lid meet him in de village—fort bien. Ah, ris bon 
2pportunite to make love to his niece— l vill * de 
| affaire 
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affaire with coup d eclat Somebody corze—Now for 
Maidemoiſelle Norah. | 


BacaTELLE——Air VII. 
Ah! ma chere, Mine pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Miſs Norah ! 
Oh! Vil figh and preſs her, 
Cuddle and careſs her, 
And vill ever bleſs her, 
Till the cry encora ! 
Spite of de fate, 
She is my mate, 
Nous dancerous togedre z 
Ve can never tire, 
Frenchman is all fire, 
Oh ! Bagatelle's ſo clever 
How le beau monde vil ſtare, 
* ſee de happy pair, 
romency ſi ige 
Like ds little —_- | 


Always billing, cooing, retur 
Like two puſſy mewing, went. 
Purring out dir tale of love: not a 
Oh! dear me, j Kn't 
Ho ver pretty, | 
Ven ve come togeder | 


All de night and day, Sir, 
Ve are kifs and play, Sir, 
Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever 
Vat grand bliſs, 
To toy and kiſs, 
Vid my dear Miſs Norah! 
Oh! the be ſo pretty, 
And ſo very witty, 
It would be grand pity, 
Not to cry encora 
Oh ! mon Dieu! 
Oh! ſacre bleu! 
Nous haiſerons for ever ; 
Love can never tire, 
Nought can quench his fire, 
Oh! Bayattle's ſo clever 


» for 
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Ven ve go to de play, 
Habillies ſo fine and gay, 

Si bien gentil, oh! tout au fait; 
In our air no embarreſs, 
Like de d noble iſe. 
Ve fhall be careſle, 

It vil break grand coup d'eclat : 
How 1 viſh, 
My pretty Miſs, 

Totie de knot for ever ; 
I ſhall lie in clover, 
Ven it is all over, 

Oh! Bagatelles's ſoclever ! 


| Exit into the houſe; 
SCENE, another View of the Country. + 


Enter PATRICK, 

Pat. Well, here I am after all the dangers of war 
return'd to my native village, two years older than I 
went—not much wiſer, up to the heart in love, and 
not a ſixpence in my pocket. (Darby Jonge without.) 
Isn't that Darby? It is indeed, and as fooliſh as ever. 

Enter Daa TW. 

Dar. Is it Pat? — my dear boy, you're welcome 
you're welcome, my dear boy. 

Pat. Thank you. Darby, but how are all friends 
ſince 1 left *em ? : 

Dar. Finely, except one.-- 

Pat. Who's that ? 

Dar. A cow of mine that died laſt Michaelmas. 

Pat. But tell me, how is my dear Norah? 

Dar As pretty as ever—] muſt*n't tell him of the 
Mounſeer that's about her houſe (afide.) Twas a 


2 for you Pat to turn ſoldier, and run away from 


r 


Pat. Cou'd I help it when her ill natur'd uncle 
refus'd me his ent, and ſhe woud'nt marry me 
without it? 

Dar. Why, Father Luke's very croſs, indeed, to us 
young lovers eh, Pat! But let's look at you—egad, 
you make a tight little Soldier euough. : 

At. 
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Pat. Ay, Darby, a Soldier's the fineſt thing in the 
world. 
PATRI&X — Ai VIII. 


[Tune, Little Houſe under the Hill.] 


How happy the Soldier who lives on his pay, 

And ſpends half-a-crown out of ſix-pence a day 

Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, nor bums, 

But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
With a row de-row, &c 


II. 


He cares not 2 marvedy how the world goes, 
The King finds him Quarters, and money and cloaths: 
He laughs at all Sorrow whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of his drums. 


With a row de row, &c. 


III. 
The drum is his glory, his joy and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure as well as to fight, 


No girl when ſhe hears it, tho” ever ſo glum, 
Put packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
8 With a row de-row, &c- 
Dar. Ah, you'll have Norah with your row,de-dow. 
—0Od, if 1 thought I could get Kathleen by turning 
ſoldier, I'd liſt to- morrow morning. 
Poet. Well, do, and I'll introduce you to the ſerjeant. 
Dar. Aye, do if you pleaſe—lI think U'd look very 
pretty in a red coat, he! he! he Let's ſee how the 
Hat becomes me! (takes Pat's hat off) What's that? 
| * [ ſeeing the ſcar on Pat's firthead. 
Pat. Only a wound I got in battle. 
Dar. Take your hat, I don't think regimentals would 
become me at all. | 


Pat. Ha! ha! ha! What terrified at a ſcar, eh Dar- 


by? 

Dar. Me terrifed! not I—I don't mind twenty 
ſcars, only it looks ſo conceited for a man to have a 
black patch upon his face—But how did you get that 
beauty ſpot? | 

Pai. In my attempt to ſave the life of an officer, and 


there 


for poor | 


v4 +» 


p  » 
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there I was left for dead upon the field, bleeding in my 
country's cauſe” 
Dar. Left for dead ! 
Pas. There was glery for you, my boy. 
Dar. So, there they found you bleeding in your glory. 
Pat. Come, now, I'll introduce you to the ſerjeant. 
Dar. Hem ! yes, I'm coming, fir. 
; _ Oh, yonder's the ſerjeant. Where are you go- 
in 
. To meet him I'll be with you preſently, ſir. 


| —Glory—{louking at Pat.) row de-row, &c. Exit. 


Pat. Ha! ha ! ha !—the fight of a wound is enough 
for poor Darby—but now to ſee my ſweet Norah, and 
then for a pitcher of friendſhip with all my old con- 
panions. 

DL Sings. ] 


Ain IX. 
The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer, 
Give me but health, I aſk no more; 
My little girl, my friend and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, my girl fo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer, 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 
From morning ſun I'd never grieve 
To toil, a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rere, &c. 
Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, | 
know not what can thus bewitch ker) 
With all my heart: can be poor, 
With my ſwcet girl, my friend and pitcher ? 
My friend, e. [ Exit. 
SCENE. Inſide of Father Luke's Houſe. 
Baar LE diſcovered ſpeaking at a door. 

Bag. 1 vou'd only ſpeak von vord vid you, ouvrez 
la porte, ma chere—open de door, il vous plait, 
mademoiſelle Norah. - 

Nor (from within ) I requeſt, fir, that y ou go 
awa | 
hs. Firſt give me von little kiſs, 
| B Nor. 
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Nor. m within.) Upon my word, this is ex- 
—_— — LI and if my uncle finds*you 
there, ſee what he'll ſay to you. 

Bag. Oh, de Father Luke, —begar he may be en- 
ragee. (aſide) Vel, I am going, —bon matin, ma- 
dame Norah, I am going. 

Pat. (without.) Where is my charming girl? 

Bag. Ah, mal peſte. Begar I am all take. I vil hide. 

[ Goes into a cloſet. 
Euter PAT. 


Pat. Eh, all the doors open, and nobedy at home? 


{ knocks. ) Who's bere ? 
Kor. (From within, ) You're a very rude man, and 1 


deſire you'll leave the houſe. | | 
Pat Leave the houſe! a kind reception after twee 


years abſence. 
: Enter Nor av. 


Nor. Sure I know that voice—my Patrick ! 

Pat. My dear, dear Norah! | 

Nor. If was dear to you, ah, Patrick, how cou'd 
you leave me ſo unkindly, to mourn your abſence ? 

Pas. And were you ſorry for m going? 

Nor. Ah, my Patrick, j of my at your 
abſence by theſe tears of joy for your return. 

Pat. My ſweet girl! this precious moment makes 
amends for ali the dangers and fatigues I have ſuſfered 
ſince * parting. TP 

Bag. (rum the cloſet. auvre Bagatelle! 

Pat. 1 beard a noile. {0 _w 

Nor. Oh beav'ns, if it ſhou'd be my uncle, what 
ſhall 1 do? he's more averſe to our utiion than ever— 
hold ! PI] ſtep to the door. | 

Pat. And if you hear Father Luke cominz vp ſtai 
—Fll ſtep in here. (Goes to the clojet, and diſcovers Ba 

„ e.) Th, what's here? Is this your forrow 
my abſence, and tears ſor my return? 

2 „ B. gar, monlieur, I'm forry for your return. 
Nor. U ky. „ | 1 
Bag. Mo ſieur, tres humblement ſerviteut. [ Ca 

out. ' 
P +, Shut up here with a raſcally hair drefſer! - 
Bag. Hair-dreſſer] monſieur, you ſall give hy 
at 


Pa 
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1 vill challenge you, and 1 vill meet you, 
wW 

Pat. With your curling irons ! 

Bag. Carling irons ! ha! 

Pat, Hold your tongue, except you like to walk 
out of a window. 
I hide Bag. Monſieur, to oblige yon, 1 vill valk ont of a 
cloſe — vindre, but I voud rather valk down ſtairs— 1 am not 

L particular in dat point. 

Pat. March, ſirrah, or I'll cudgel you whilſt I can 
ome ? hold a ſplinter of Shillelah. [ZxitBag.] Ab, Norah, 
; cou'd I have beliey'd this of you? 


and I Nor, Con'd | have believ'd my Patrick wou'd have 
barbour'd a thought to my diſadvamage ? 
r two Pat. Ah, no matter. 


Nor. And can you really believe me inconſtant? 
Pat. If I do, Norah, ray heart is the only ſafferer. 


| DUET. 

cou'd} Parrick and Nox AR. 

e? 

a Par. A roſe tree in full bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee, 


One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 

1 ho eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, fre h and gay; 
I fand a canker in it. | 

And now throw it far away. 


How fine this — early, 
All ſunſhiny, clear and bright! 
So late Llov'd you dearly, 
Thoꝰ loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen. 
urn. 5 Farewell ye fleeting hours, 
52 | Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 
| ' [Exeunt ſeverally. 
bel END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
4 B 2 
ſat 
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Dar 85 I muſt fall in love —I wifh I had firſt fallen 


Bagatelle {without.) Oh, monfieur Darby! 
Dar. Lord, this is Bag and Tail, the Monſieur, 


Bag. 
about, and I cou'd no find: you. 
Dar. 


Bag 
Dar 
Bag 
Dar 


\ 
Bag 


Diable! var is leather a more ? attendez, dis 
ſoldier Patrick did affront a me before Maidemoiſelle 
Norah, and I vill have de farisfa&ion—A ha, ( fences) 
de ar 4 vill kill ſoldier Pat, and you fall be my friend. } 
Dar. Can't you as well kill Dermot, and then you'll. 
be my friend? but why kill Pat ? 


THE POOR SOLDIER 


. 
SCENE I. The Country. 


Enter DanY. 


in the river — Oh, dear! 


Enter BAGATELLE. 


Ab. ah! Monſieur Darby, begar I did look al 


That's becauſe I'm ſo wrapt up in love. 
Monſieur Pat fall fight a me? 

Oh, you're going to fight Pat. . 

Oui, and dis is de challenge, de lettre de mort. 
Oh, what, you'll leather him more! 


Bag. Ceit Monſieur Pat,-—c'eſt Barbare. 
Dar. Oh, becau'e you're a berber ! 
Bag. Ah. ſacre dieu | voud you ſrom me? 


have it. 


Dar. Not I 
Bag. 
give dis challenge to monſieur Patrick. 
Dar. Give it me—By the Lord Harry, man, he ſhall 


Taiſez vous, you vill be my friend if you vill 


Bag. 
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Bag 1 vill not truſt dat Lord Harry's man ; give it 
yourlſexf. | 
Dar. Well, I will, 
Bag. Dere it is—my Lord Lofty's coachman did 
write it for me, as he is Englis. | 
Dar. Let's ſee—** (Darby opens and read: it) Sir, this 
* comes hopping” --hopping, Pl rus al! the way it that 
will do—** that you're in good health as Iam at this 
| <* preſent writing. Vil tell you what friend, tho' you 
* think vourſelf a great officer, you don't make me 
walk ont of a window. And this comes to let you 
know, III have Norah in fpite of you, Pll be damn'd 
fallen if 1 don't, and moreover than that, meet me at the 
« Elm Grove at ſeven in'the evening, where you muſt 
give me ſatisfaction, but nat with curling iroas. Till 
then 1 am your's as in duty bound.” 
Bag. Oui, dat is de etiquette of de challenge ; I put 
no name for fear of the law. 1 
Dar It is not directed, but Pat ſhall 2 it. 
Bag. Dat is it Lou mult come to de fight wid 
k al I hare de piſtols. 5 288 
Dar. Piſtol: ! | 
Bag. Oui, you all be my ſecond. 
Dar. Piſtols !—ſecond ?—FEh 1 cond'nt I #s well be 
your third or fourth ? N 
* Bag. Ah, Monſieur you are wrong, tout autre choſe. 
„ Dar. Oh, 1 muſt get two other fhves ! (looking at his 
„ dis ſhoes ) | 
elle Bag. Non, non ! well monſieur Darby, ſerviteur— 
1 Now I aave ſent my challenge, I am ready in de du- 
end, el to decide de point of honor, and ſo 1 viii go—bruſk 
'Oull my maſter's coat. 
[Exit Bay. 


DaizsByY e. 


Piſtals .- don't much like givirg thiz.challenge to 
| Pat—he's a devil of a fellow ſince he turn'd ſoldier x 

As he bid Monſieur walk out of a winduw, he may deſire 
| HELL B3 me 
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me to walk up the chimaey—ecod the boy at the ale 
houſe ſhall give it him—Oh, what had I to do to fall 
in love ! 


CLA KL 


Tho' late I was plamp, round and jolly, 

I now am as thin as a red ; 

Oh 1! Pm afraid that this ſame melancholy, 
Will ſoon leave me under the ſod. 


Dootherum, doodle - adgity, nadgety, tragedy, rum. 


ety, mum. 


Gooſeterum, foodle-idgity, fidgety, nidg 


Dear Kathleen, then why would you flout me, 
A boy that is cozey and warm; 
Pve every thing decent about me, 
My ſnug little cabbin and farm. 
Dootherum, &c, 


What tho” I have not ſav'd much money, 
No duns at my chamber attend : 

On Sunday l ride on my pony, 

And flill have a bit for a friend. 


Dootherum, &c: 


The cock courts his hens all around me. 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove; 
Oh! how all this courtihip confounds me, 
For want of the girl that I love ! 


Dootherum, & 
[Fxit Darby. 


Enter Norah- 


Nor. Ne where can I find him -und I fear my uncle 

will miſs me from home—my letter muſt have convincꝰ 
nd P 
wick! 


him how he wrong d me by ius ſuſpicions—unki 


Pl A. % ww wn 
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trick! If 1 could but once more lee him, a convent 
then ſhuu'd be welcome, for I am determin'd never te 
give my hand to another. 


Non an Sing:. 
Ain XII. 


Fare well, ye groves, and chrvſtal fountains, 
The gladſome plains, and ſilent dell; 

Ye humble vales, and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lonely cell. 


And ah, farewell, fond youth, moſt dear 


Thy tender plaint, the vow ſincere, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewell. 


But here he comes my Patrick ! 
Futter Paricx, 


Pat My dear Norah, excuſe my delay - but ſo many 
old acquaintance in the village. — — 

Nor. You got my letter ? 

Pat. Yes, and Pm aſham'd of my folly ; to be jeal- 
ous of ſuch a baboon too ? | 

Nor. Aye, he'd be ſoon caſhier'd if his maſter Cap- 
tain Fitzroy, knew of his preſumption. - 

Pat. Ah, Norah ! I feel more terror at that one Cap- 
tain's name, than I did at the ſight of a whole army 
of enemies drawn up in battle array againſt me. 

Nor. My deareſt Patrick ! only be conſtant, love 
me as I think you do, and mine is fixt on ſuch a baſis of 
permanent affection, as never can be ſhaken. 

Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot ſoldier to a 
captain—eh, my ſweet Norah? 

Nor. Ah, my Patrick! you may be only a private 
ſoldier in tbe army, but you're a field officer here, (lay- 
ing her hand on her breaſt.) 


Pat. Cbarming generous girl. 


Ars 
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Ata XL ——-Parxck, 


Tho' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 

Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades ; 

Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of {ſweet flowers, 
Its lads fo well dreſs d, and its neat pretty maids. 

As each his own village muſt till make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm e ; 
Dear Carton containing what kingdoms may of, 
*Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


II. 


Be gentlemen fine with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 

Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare ; 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits cn, 

Lac'd waiſtcoats, white gloves, and their nice pow- 
der'd hair 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 

For gold or for acres he never ſhall long ; 

One1weet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 

From Norah, dear Norah the theme of my ſong. 


Enter FiTzRov, (behind) 


Fitz. (afide.) My little cauntry wife in company with 
2 common ſoldier ! I 

Nor. Don't fail to come to our houſe as you pro- 
miſed, for at that time my uncle will be down at r- 
mot 's 1 have a notion twill be a matchbetween him 
and Kathleen; my uncle's her guardian Adieu, my 
Patrick ! you'll come early. | 

[Exit Norah. 


Pat. Happy Dermot ! his Kathleen had not charms 
to attract the attention of this gentleman z but becauſe 
Norah is more beautiful, Patrick is moſt unhappy ! 

Fiex This is a timely and fortunate 2 If 


1 
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Ind married her I ſhould have been in a bopeſul way. 
[comes forward) A pretty girl you have got there, bro- 


ther Soldier. i 
Pat. {Looks caruefily at Fitzroy.) She is handſome, 
5, Sir. | q | 
3 | Fitz. You ſeem to be well with her, Eh? 
ers, Pat. (Sighs) But without her.— : 
. Fitz. Oh, you think you ſhall be without her? 
t of, Pat. Yes, Sir. wh 


Fitz. What parts you 


don't ſeem to be rich 
Pat. No, Sir; but my rival is, 
you've arival? 
Nen. (afide.) Nowor a charter of myſelf. —— 
e? 
3 Pat Sir, I envy hun bis riches; only, becanſe they 
l, give him a ſuperiorclaim to my Norab : and for your 
pow other epithet, I'm ſure he don't deſerve it. 
3 Fit. How fo? 3 | 
tion, Pat Beeauſe he's an officer, and therefore a man 
of honour. 3 3 
ation, Fitz. It“ a pity, my friend, that you're not un offi- 
. cer, you ſeem to know fo well what an officer ſhould 


be.—Pray have you been in any action? 
Pat. I have ſeen ſome ſervice, Sir. 
Fitz. Where, in America? 
Hat. Yes, Sir. | | 
Fitz. Have 2 in Carolina ? | X 
u pro- Pat. Yes, Sir, I was at that dangerous crofling of 
t r- Beattie's F ord. | | f 5 
n him Ni (with emotion. } Indeed ! Were you in the Ac- 
| tioa at Bcattie's Ford? | 
Pat. Here's my witneſs, Sir. (Lifts up hi: hat.) 1 
Norah, | received this woundin the reſcue of an officer, 
| itz. {aſide.) By Heaven, the very ſoldier that ſav'd 
-barms my life—— Then, | Toppoſe, he rewarded you hand- 
ecaule fomely. * 


oy Pat. Llook'd for no reward, Sir fought—'twas my 
17 If F duty as a ſoldier - to protect a fallen man was but an 
had} | office 
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| office of humanity — Good morning to your honour. | 
Fitz. Where are you going now, my honef! friend? 
Pat, To abandon my country for ever. & 
Fez. Poor fellow ! But, my lad, R pods zeſt 
keep the field, for if the girl likes you, ſhe'll certainly 
prefer you to your wealthy rival. | 
Pat. And for that reaſon I'llrefign her—as I love 
her, I'll leave her to the fortune ſhe merits ; 
8 only love to m ſhould I involve her 
my indigence. | | | 
2 Well, dot my lad, take my dMce and ſee 
girl once again before y . 
Pat. Sir 1 am oblig'd to you - you muſt be a goe 
natur'd gentleman, and I'll take your advice I w 
venture to ſee my Norah once more. [ Exit Pa 
Fitz. What 2 noble ſpirit !—there let the embroi 
ered epaulet take a cheap leſſon of bravery, honon 
and generoſity, from ſix-pence a day and worſted lace 


Enter 2 Boy, with a letter. 


9 


4 
N 


Boy.. Pray ſir, are you the man in the red coat? 
Hitz. Why, yes, my little hero, I think I an 
man in the red coat? = * 

Boy. Then Darby deſir'd me to give you that (g 
letter and Exit without being perceived). | 


— -e 
A curious challenge! aud pray my little 
this Mr. Darby ? (looks about) Eb, wh 

o my Norah leems to bave plenty of 
but how has my attachment tranſpir'd ? ſeven o'c 
in the Elm Grove—well, we ſhall ſee what fort of 
Mr. Darby's made of - This charming girl 1 how un 
| lucky, to erect ſe fair a manſion on another man 


| Out of 
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SCENE III Outſide of Dermot's Cottage. 


Enter — Luxx and Dramwort. 


E Luke. Well now Derinet, Fa come to your houſe 
with you—what is this buſineſs? 
Derm. Oh! Sir, ll tell you. 
F. Luke. Unburthen your — by me, Child— 
ſpeak freely you know I'm your ſpiritual confeſſor--- 
Have you tapp*d the barrel of ale yet? 


— 
IL 


8 Derm. That I have, As. and you ſhall taſte it. 


* 


1 Lon: folus. 


* 


| GG 
at 7 ward Kathleen, a wheedling fon of 2 
Re-enter Dermot, , ( with a Fug of Ale. ) 
my dear child, what's that? 
Derm Only your favorite brown jug, Sir. 
| #F Luke. (taking _— ) now, child, hy 

>ſpo will you do theſe things? 
| Derm. ( Aſide.) U'll prime hita well before I mention 
bound Kathleen ; It's a hard heart that a ſup of drink can't 
. Luke [ think, Dermot, that jug and Le old ac 

quaintance ? | 
. Derm. an Sir.— 


W vga RIES gn . 


_ » | Dear _ this brown ſug, that A. * a mild 


Out of which I now drink 10 ſweet Kate of the vale; 
Was 
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Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old foul, 
As e er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about, "twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


II. 


It chanc'd in dog-days, as he ſat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r- woven arbour, fo gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old Stingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


III 


His body, -when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time, in'o clay, had diſſolv'd it again; 
A Potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby be form'd this brown jug, 
ſacred to friendſhip and mirth, and mild ale ; 
here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 

« e e [ Exit Der, 


* 
On 


0 Enter Da R Br. 


Dar. How do you do, Father Luke? 
F. Late. Go away Darby, you're a rogue. 
Dar. Father Luke, conſent that I ſhall marry ! 


boy that would come to good --a- ſheep !-— you ff 
have Kathleen---you've been very wicked. 
Dar. Not I. Sir. 


F. Luke. What, an't I your prieſt, and know what 


wickedneſs is ? but repent it and marry. 
Dar. Yes, fir, Il marry and repent it, 


F 


F Luke. Oh, well, I always thought you 'were 4 


You kno 
Bur if y. 
So leave 

And then 


The ban 
Tue brid 
So mode! 


Lou out 


I thumbo 
She blu h 
Vou take 
I ſhut up 


The neig 
The pipe 
A good v 
The j ip. 
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Father Lu x rt ng, 


Alx XV, 


You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcienee is mine; 
But if you grow wicked, it's not a good fign 
So leave your raking, and marry a wife ; 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life. 
ding Ballynamona Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


II. 


The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow ; 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 

You out with your ring, and 1 pull out my bouk. 
Sing &c. 


III. 


I thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She biu'hes ar love, and ile Wniſpers, vb-y. 
You take her dear hand to have and to = 1 
I hut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 
Sing. &c. 
The ſnu, little guinea for me. 


IV. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
The piper before us we march tide by fide ; 
A good wedding dir ner, gives joy io each ace, 
The j iper plays up. _ mylelt fays the grace. 
Sing &c. 
4 good wedding dinner for me. 
"i The 
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The joke now goes round, and the ſtocking is throwy, 
The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone; 


'Tis then, my dear boy. that | believe you're at home, 
And heigh for a chriſtening, at nine months to come. 
Sing &c. 


A good merry chriſtening for me. 


You ſhall have Kathleen, ard here the comes. 


Enter RATRLELN. 

Dar. Thank you, Sir? 

Kath. Is Dermot within, Sir? 

F Luke. Kathleen, don't think of Dermot To 
her, man, put your beit leg forem-/ſt. (apar! tu Darby - 

Dar. Egad, I don't know whchis my beit ley. 

F. Luke Go, give her a blaſtoge, 

Dar Oh, 1 muſt go and give her a kiſs, ( kiſſes her 
eukward!y.) he, he, he ! what ſweet lips,---ſpeak for 
me, Sir 

F Luke Hem! child Kathleen! —— (apart to Dar- 
by.) ls the lnecep fat? 

Dir. As bacon | 

F Luke Child! this boy will make you a good 
huſband- won't you, Darby? 

Der. Yes, Sir, devil a better. 


Kath Indeed Father Luke, I'll have nobody but 


Dermot. (ing.) 
Ariz XVI. 


Dermot's welcome as the May; 

Chearful, handſime and god natur'd, 
Fooliſh Darby get a ay 

Awkward, clumſy end il! featur'd. 

Lout Lnovy, Siily Booby 
Come no more to me a courtin ;, 

Was mv deareſt Dermot nete, 
All is love and gayeſt- ſport ing. 

II. 

Der vot prattles pretty chat, 
Darby gapes Ike any oven, 

Dermot's neat from ſhoc to hat, 
Darvy's but a dirty floyen, 


Lout, Looby, &c? 


* 
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Dermot's teeth are white as egg, 
Lips as ſweet as ſugar candy z 
Then he's ſuch 32 leg. 
Darby 's knocker-knee'd and bandy. 
Lout, Looby, &c. 


IV. 


Dermot walks a comely pace, 
Darby, like an aſs, goes ſtumping, 
Dermot dances wnuſuch grace, 
Darby's dancing's only jumping. 
Lout, Looby, &e. 


F. Late. I tell you, child, Dermot's an uply man 
and a bad chriſtian, 


Enter Din uno r. 


Dar. Yes, Dermot, you're a bad man and an ugly 
Chriſtian. | 

F Luke. Come here, Dermot---take your mug, vou 
empty fellow, ( thruws it away.) lam going to marry 
Kathleen here, aud you mult give her away, 

Derm. Give her away! 1 muit have her firſt; and 
*twas to alk your conſent that 1--- ; 

F Luke. Eh! what ! you marry her ! no ſuch thing 
don't make a judy of yourſolf.- put it out of your head. 

Derm, If that's the caſe, Father Luke, the two ſheep 


| that I intended as a preſent for you, I'll drive to the 


fair to morrow, and get dcunk with the money. (Going. 

F. Luke. Hey! two ſheep ?---Come back here; it's 
a ſin to get drunk. — Darby, if you've nothing to do, 
get about your buſineſs, 

Dar. Sir? 

F. Luke. Dermot, child, is'nt it this evening I'm to 
marry you to Kathleen ? | 

C2 Dar. 
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Dar. Him! why lord, Sir! It's me that you're to 
marry to her. | 

F. Luke You, you ordinary feilow ! 

Dar Yes, Sir; you knew I'm to give you 

F. Luke. [To Dermot. ] Two Sheep. [ aloud to Darby. ] 
Darby, You don't marry Kathleen. 

Dar. No! 


F. Luke. No; tis two to one againſt you, ſo get 


away, Darby. 
Kath. and Derm. Ay, vet away, Darby. 
F. Luke. Children, L expect Captain Fitzroy at my 


houſe for my niece Norah; and I'll couple you all as | 


ſoon as I get my thumb upon matrimony. 
Quartetto. Arn—XVI. 


Father Luxz, Dxanor, DarBy and KaTxLEtNs* 


Kar. You the point may carry, (to Der. 
| If a while you tarry $ | 
(To Darby.) But for you, 
111 tell you true, 
No, you I'll never marry. 
Cho ---Yoa the point, &c. 
Dezuor. Care our fouls difowning 
Punch our ſorrows drowniagz 
Laugh and love, - 
And ever prove 
Joys our wiſhes crown ug. 
Cho.--Care our ſouls, &c. her hand, 


Dany. To the church I'll hand her, (offers to tate 


(/erefuſe;.) Then thro? the world I'll wander 
I'll fob and ſigh, 
Until 1 die, 
A poor forlaken gander, 
Cho.---To the church, &c. 
F. Luxz, Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 
One mighty truth diſcloſes ; 
You're 


re to 


| Der. 


and, 
| take 


ou're 
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Vou're never vext, 
If this the text, 
Go fuddle all your noſes. 
Cho.— Lach pious, &c. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE a Grove. 


Enter F1iTZKkoOY. 


Fitz. Who can this challenger be? ſome hay maker 
perhaps, meets me with a reaping hook, ha,”ha, ba : 

Bag. (without.) Venez ici. 

Fitz. (Looking out.) Eh, my man Bagatelle.—Ah ! 
the officious puppy, I ſuppoſe, has heard of the affair, 
and is come to prevent miſchief. 

Bag. Come along, Monſicur Darby. 

Fitz, Darby! The name the boy mentioned—let's 
__ (Retixes.) 


Enter DaxBY and BAGATELLE with Sword and Piſtol, 
Dar. Nr. Bag and Tail? 


Bag. Quo ? E 

Dar. When I fall, as to be ſure 1 ſhall, that is, if 
Pait's ſecond is as wicked as l am, bring my body to 
Dermot and Katlileeu's wedding—1 dont think it will 
be an ugly corpſe 

Bag. T vill Monſieur Darby. 

Firz (Behind) Can Bagatelle be the challenger ! 

Dar. When Patt ſhoors, I get behind you (Stands be- 
hind im) O Youre cmfed thin — one might as well 
ſtand beiund 2 pitchfork —1 wiſh you were fatter — 

Bag Ah, Diable; would you have me Dutchman? 

Dar. Indeed 1 would upon this occaſion— I'd 
rather fight behind a Dutzh weaver than a French 
church- Warden. | 

Fitz. (Comes forward, Servant, gentlemen, 

Bag. Ali, ſacre Dieu! mon mairre ! 

Fitz. (To Da by) So you tend challenges, you raſcal ? 

| C 3 Dar, 
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Dar. Me, Sir! Not I, Sir.—Oh, yes, —I—No 
Sir: I got it from Monſieur Bag and Tail | 


Bag. No, Monſieur, -Lor 
Fitz. Coachman, Sirrah ! 
Bag. Oui, Monſieur, —1 vill tell your honour tou- 
chant cette affaire. Sir I vas—- 
Dar. Huld your jabbering--1'll tell the whole ſt 
in three words.—Sir, you muſt know, Patt the Soldier 
— No—Monſieur Bag and Tail was—Father Luke“ 
Houſe went by Patt the ſoldier No Come up ſtairs 
— No—Norah bid him—Says Pat, ſays he — What did 


ty's Coachy— 


be ſay? (Te Bagatelle — Oh, ſhe ſhut the door—out 


of the window and before Pat cou d- No -after 
Now I have told you the whole affair, 
Bag. Oui. dat vas de whole affair. 
Dar, Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair. 
Fitz. Upon my word, very clearly explained. 
Dar, Yes, I didn't go to ſchool for nothing. 
Fitz, I find my little Norah is che object of univer- 
ſal gallantry. 
Bag Ah, Monſieur, pardonnez moi! 
Fitz, Get to your buſineſs, ſirrah! 
Bag. Ah, malheure ux! 


-- 


[Exit Bag, 
Dar. (calling after — Yes Monſieur, you had 
better ſtick to your buſineſs. | 
Fitz Yes, my friend, and you had better ſtick to 
your flail and ſpade, than meddie with {word and piſtol; 
none but gentlemen ſhould have privilege to murde 
one another in an honourable way. (going) 
Dar One word, Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Fitz ) Well my honeſt Friend. | 
Dar. Now, Sir, Kathleen's quite loſt; there's or 
thing troubles me, and I'll leave it to you—which of 

the two, Dermot or I. is the prettieſt boy for it? 
Fitz. Ha, ha, ba ! Stupid ſcoundrel ! | 
[Exit Fits. 


Dar. Stupid ſcoundrel! You a Captain! Halle 
Corporal! 


Fitz. (returns.) What, you raſcal! 


D ar 


—[—— No 


our tou - 


ole ſt 

e Soldie- 
r Luken 
up ſtain 


What did 
oor — out 
after 


d. 


{ univer- 


Exit Bag, 
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Exit Fits. 
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Dar. (Calling on the other ſide.) | ſay, you Corporal! 
| [Exit Fitz. 
Dar. Such a ſwaggerer! Aye, I muſt go to town 


and learn to talk to theſe people. 


\ 


DaxBy —ArR XVII. 


I, 


Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? 
No longer Ill Ray here a clown, 
But fell off and pallop to town, 

I drefs and I'll ſtrut with an air, 
The Barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


II. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh ; 

But how for to compals tbe caſh ! 

At gaming perhaps I may wia; 

With cards I can take the flats in; 

Or trundle falſe dice and they're nick'd : 
If found out I ſhall only be kick'd. 


III. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 

A duel eſtabliſh my fame ; . 

To my man then a challenge I'll write ; 

But firſt I'll be fure he won't fight. 

We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 

Then ſhoot with our powder, and=-the devil a 
ball, | 


[Exit Dar. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Inſide of Father Luke's Houſe. 


F. Luke. (within.) I'll teach you to run after ſol- 
diers. 
Nor. (within.) Dear Sir--- 


Enter Father Luxe and Nonan. 


\ 

F. Lu e. Come 19 you little eadendanah—— Par 
the Soldier indeed ! you won't have Captain Fitz- 
roy, you go to Boulogut.—l'll ſend you to a convent, 
I will, by my function. 

Nor. Sir, I am contented. 

F. Luke. Contented ! very fine - So you put me in- 
to a paſſion, and now you are contented—go, et in 
there, Mrs. Knapſack ; (Puts her into #e cloſet, locks 
the door and takes ont the key.) Conſent to marry 
Captain Fitzroy, or there you ſhall ſtay till 1 ſhip you 
tor France. 


Enter F1T7Z or. 


Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who's going to France? 

F. Luke. Only a young lady here within, Sir, that's 
a little refratory—ſhe won't marry you, Sir; but I— 

Fitz. Refuſe my hand! Well, that I did not expect 
hut do you reſign ber to me, Sir? 

F. Luke There, with that key I deliver up my 
authority, (Gives the key.) and now if 1 can find Mr. 
Patrick, her lover, he goes to the country gaol for a 
va abond—a jade! to loſe the opportunity of making 
herſelf a lady [ Exit F. Luke. 

#tz, Oh, here is her ſoldier ! 


[ Enter 


ſol- 


— Par 
Fitz- 


vent, 
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Enter PATRICK. 


Pat. Well, Sir by your advice I have returned here, 
like a ſpy into the enemy's camp. 
Fitz. Pray, my friend, were you ever brought to 


the halberts ? 


Pat Sir! 
Fitz. How came you abſent from your regiment ? 
have you a furlow ? 
Pat (confu'ed) Not about me, Sir. ; 
Fitz. Becauſe you muſt know that 1 have the honour 
to bear the King's commiſſion, and am obliged to 
take you up for a deſerter. 
Pat. Sir, twas reliance on your honour and 
nature that you trepan'd me here, therefore, Sir, — 
Fitz. No talk, Sir, 'twas fer the good of the ſervice 
I trepan'd you hither, as you call it; I've a proper 
perſon prepared here, into whole cuſtody-I ſhall deli- 
Us 
Per. (aſide.) This is a cruel piece of treachery ! 
Fitz. (preſenting Norah) Since you reje&t me, Ma- 
dam, here's one that will know how to deal with 
ou. 
2 Nor. My Patrick 
Pat. Oh, Norah! if this be all real, let's kneel and 
thank our deliverer. 
Fitz No, Patrick, you were my deliverer; I am 


that pre officer whole life you ſaved at Bcattie's Ford. 


Is it poſſible that ſeeing me now without my uniform 
you ſhould not recolleA me ! Take from me, pallant 


{| youth, the reward of your generolity, valour and con- 


ftancy. 
Pat I knew your honour, when you this day firſt 
ſpoke to me, and knew too of the trouble you have 


taken ſeeking me throughout the army; but I ſcorned 


in point of happineſs like this, to take advantage of 


the nobleneſs of a ſoldier's gratitude, (Kifes Norah's 


hand.) 
F. Luke, 


<4 
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F Luke. (without; No, I can't find the runaway | 
raſcal. | 
Pat. Your Uncle! 1 
Nor, Oh, HM avens ! | 
Fitz, Don't be alarmed. 


Enter Father Luxe, Dexmor, DarsYy, and 
| KATHLEEN, 


F. Luke. ( ſeeing Pat.] What's here 
dy. lay hold of him. 
Derm, Not I. 
F. Luke, L rake hi tall ay hold 
” . take him, the 1 ; 
of him. . — , You! 
* Why Sir, the white ſerjeant has laid hold of 
m. 
- Fitz. Dear Sir, don't be ſo violent againſt a young 
man that you'il preſently marry to your niece. Wir 
F. Zuke. Me bring a foot ſoldier into my family! 
Fitz. He's no longer ſo, I have a comm: ſſion to diſ- 
poſe of, and I cannot ſet a higher value on it, than by 
deſtowing it on one ſo worthy. 

TF (ute An Officer! oh! that's er ng 3 
Dar. Pat an officer ! I'll liſt to morrow in ſpite of 
the black patch 

Pat Sir, tho? it's a vain attempt my ſweet Norah 
and I ſhall endeavour to deſerve your patrunage and 
goodneſs 
_ Kath My dear Norah, I wiſh you joy. | 
Dar (apart to Kathleen.) How dare you make ſo free 
with an Officer's lady? | 

F. Luke. But Captain, why do you give up m 
niece ? | 

Fits. Sir, the Captain thought himſelf 9 df} 


Dermot, Da | 
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What true Felicity I ſhall tind, 


When thoſe are join'd : 
By tortune kind 
How pleaſing to me, 
So happy to lee, 
Such merit and virtue rewarded. 


Nox an. 


No furure ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us z 
Jo each kind triend, 
Thus lowly we'll bend 
Your pardon—with joy, we're delighted. 
Chorus — No future lorrows, &c. 


Par x ick. 


With my commiſſion 12 deareſt liſe, 
My charming w 
| When drum and fife, 
Shall beat up ro arms, 
Io plunde your charms ; 
In love, your poor ſoldier you'll find me N 


KaArLEN. 


Thus Love my wiſhes has granted, 
I get the dear lad that | Wanted; 
| ow hare with a duke; 
ond rather Luke | 
To my" 2 Dermot has join d me, 
Chorus. — - Thus love, &c. 


Daxsy. 


love you prate z 


But hark ye, Kate, 


Tour 


* 


— 
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* 


Your dear little lad. 
Will find that his pad. 
Has got a nice—kick in her gall 


Now Darby. upon my ſalvation, 
You merit excommunication ; 
In love but 
And ſho-tly you'll ſee : | 
In marriage Pl ſoon tie you all up. 
Chorus —— Now Darby, &, 
D:nMOT. ; 


The devil a bit o'me cares a bean, 1 DE” 
For neat and clean; 12 
__ both be rn 
Myſeif and my laſs, 

Next Sunday, at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. 


PATRICK, 


The laurel I've won in the field, Sirs, 

Yet now in a garden | yicid, Sirs, „ 
Nor think it a ſhame, 1 

1 Your mercy » claim. | by 
* Your mercy's my {word and Sirs, ' _ 
* The 4. and bays, — bs 
Revive by yuur-praiſe, 

The poet ſolicits your pardon ; | ; 2 

hen be not ſevere, TEA 

_ Wirth ſmiles you can cheer, | = 

The poties of your Covent-Garden. _ 

- - " Cnoxus, SV —_—_—— 

The ey? and bays, | 
Revive by. your praiſe, &c, 
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